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Dear readers,
As my last semester at Otterbein draws to a close, I have found myself  be-
coming particularly sentimental. While I’ve been reminiscing on many of  my 
greatest experiences of  the last four years, it’s dawned on me that almost all 









       6LQFHUHO\
       Jess Campbell
Dear Readers,












wade through. I hope you, the reader, are as elated, amazed, and blissed out by 
the pieces in this magazine as I am.
       (QMR\
       
       Josh Brandon
8  |  QUIZ&quilL
the nature of birth
Fadumo Abdulle
When I had given birth to you
,UHPHPEHUHGZKDWLWZDVOLNH
to deliver something so big that
,KDGWRSXVKVL[WKRXVDQGWKUHHKXQGUHGDQGÀIW\
ÀYHWLPHVDQGZLWKHDFKSXVK,ZRXOGSURGXFH
ten thousand beads of  sweat,
7KDWZDWHUHGWKHJDUGHQVRI 3DUDGLVH9LOODJH




business women with Xaawo Taako.
I travelled through time always expecting you,
each day slowly
WLSWRHLQJLQWKHEDWWOHÀHOGV
with my belly protruding,
,ZRXOGGXFNIURPDVSHDU
slide past the pointy tip of  a sword
and roll underneath the hooves of  stallions.
7KHGXVW\WHQVLRQRI WKHFRQÁLFWZRXOG
settle at the bottom of  the Indian Ocean
DQG,ZRXOGEHUHOLHYHGIRUDZKLOHNQRZLQJ
WKDWLI \RXHYHUFDPHWKHFRDVWZRXOGEHFOHDU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Your tiny body and your tiny
OLWWOHOLPEVWKDWRQFHXVHGWRÀWLQWR
P\SDOPVOLNHDZHLJKWOHVVIHDWKHU
now feel heavy and foreign.
And as you grew bigger and bigger,
your greatness overwhelmed me, and 
I became doubtful of  how worthy of  you 
I was.
,SDQLFNHGDQGXQOHDVKHG
confusion and chaos and I forced
you to abandon me.  
RXUKHDUWVZHQW(DVWDQG:HVW
$QG\RXFOLPEHGWKH+LPDOD\DV
viewing the world from a higher angle
than I could ever put you on.




birth. Or, what’s more true, perhaps, is that every essay I write, inadvertently 
or not, slips into the space of  the womb. I’m writing neither to conception nor 
ODERUQRUHVSHFLDOO\WRZKDWIROORZV³WKHGDLO\OLYLQJRI QHZOLIH,ZULWHWRWKH
SHULRGRI JURZWK7KHHPEU\RVHDUFKLQJDQGVHDUFKLQJDQGÀQGLQJLWVIRRWLQJ




never heard or felt or can, even now, conceive).
,NQRZWKDWWKLVÀ[DWLRQUHDOLVWLFDOO\PXVWFRPHLQQRVPDOOSDUWIURPD
place I didn’t necessarily authorize, and one I don’t pretend to understand. I’m 
DWZHQW\RQH\HDUROGZRPDQQRZ0\ERG\LVV\QFLQJZLWKP\FRQVFLRXVQHVV
LQDODQJXDJHROGHUWKDQ*RGlet’s tell a story we know better than the heart’s. /HH·VLV
fusing with similar conductive impulses. And together we mimic the sun spots 
and glass cut rivers of  creation I am death destroyer of  worlds. ,DP*RGJLYHURI 




he’s fallen fast asleep, too much to risk. 
$QGVR,NQRZUHDVRQDEO\,FDQFRQWUROWKHPDWHUQDOLPSXOVHFDQUDWLR-
nalize myself  outside of  this want, this cyclical internal alarm system, this pen-
dulum that sometimes swings softer, barely audible, but never stops. And yet, 
here on this page I continue turning the possibility over and over in my mind, 
P\ÀQJHUWLSVZULWLQJWKHHVVD\WKDWVHHNVWRHPERG\ZKDW,RQO\VLPXODWH




wrote, ‘the spectacle of  a single consciousness’ confronting the chaos of  cultur-
DORYHUORDGWRZKLFKZHDZDNHHDFKGD\µ
,WKRXJKWDERXWWKLVTXRWHWZRPRUQLQJVDJRLQP\KRQRUVVFLHQFHFODVV
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KDGGZLQGOHGWRDVORZOHDNDER\WRP\ULJKWUDLVHGKLVKDQGDQGKHVLWDQWO\
DQVZHUHG´ZKDWDERXWDUW"µ7KHFDSDFLW\DQGWKHFRPSXOVLRQWRFUHDWH7KLV













QRQHVVHQWLDO"+DVDQHVVD\HYHUEHHQessential?  At what point did this haven of  
single consciousness become a spectacle, become a luxury, something momen-









shelter that will weather the ages, that will provide shade from the sun.
,QDQRYHUSRSXODWHGFHQWXU\VSHDNLQJIURPDSRVWDWRPLFJHQHUDWLRQD
GDXJKWHURI WKH$PHULFDQGLJLWDODJHDZULWHURI QRQÀFWLRQD\HDUDIWHUWKH
NY Times best seller list was eviscerated by 50 Shades of  Grey, I am wondering 
LI WKHHVVD\,ZULWHLVZULWWHQWRNHHSDQ\RQHZDUP,VWKLVWKLQJWKDW,PDNH\HW
another product of  ancient and irrelevant impulses we have as a culture out-
HYROYHG"2QHZHVLPXODWHIRUWKHÀ[WKHPRPHQWDU\VDWLVIDFWLRQ7KHHVVD\
as life vest, the essay as nourishment, the essay as home. Is it the ideal literary 









people hurry too much. We are too regimented, overscheduled, simultaneously 







JHQF\DVLJQLÀFDQFHRXWVLGHRI WKHGHPDQGVRI DQDVVLJQPHQWRUWKHKRSHRI 
personal advancement and success propelling my words out from my pores and 
P\ÀQJHUVWRWKHNH\ERDUG,QHHGWKHOLQHLQWKHVDQGWKHXQEUHHFKDEOHEULQN
to catalyze pressure, to stimulate that pendulum insisting make make make.7HUU\
is teaching an environmental poetry class this semester, and eventually our con-
YHUVDWLRQEUHHFKHGWKHVXEMHFWRI FOLPDWHFKDQJH+HDVNHGPHIRULGHDV³KRZ
FDQKHGLVPDQWOHKLVVWXGHQWV·QRQFKDODQFHLQMHFWDJHQF\LQWRWKHLUVRSRULÀF
pastimes, unhinge their collective shrugs?
,VKUXJJHG6KRRNP\KHDG,GLGQ·WNQRZZKDWWRVD\




us, watching and not, including herself  and the impression, the holding place 
HDUPDUNRI DOLWWOHJLUOLQKHUODSIRUW\\HDUVJLYHRUWDNH)RUW\\HDUVXQWLO




ghosts of  stars dying billions of  light years from this moment, run on a lag, 
VRWKDWHVWLPDWLRQ·VRQO\ÀJXULQJWKHDPRXQWRI IRVVLOIXHODOUHDG\FRQVXPHG
FRQVXPPDWHGGRFXPHQWHGVSHQW9LD'HFHPEHUZH·UHVWDULQJGRZQRXU
noses, belly buttons, armpits, anywhere but at the sentence written across every 
QHZVUHHOLQWKHOLQHEUHDNVEHWZHHQQDWXUDODQGGLVDVWHUVFUROOLQJWKURXJKWKH
HQGOHVVIHHGEDFNEHOWORRSRI &11
It’s already too late.
,NQRZ7HUU\FDPHWRPHEHFDXVHWKHSHUVRQD,HPERG\LQWKHHVVD\OLNH
the persona I embody in class, calls for action tirelessly, holds up the face of  
willful blindness, inertia, and demands that her reader carve pollination crisis, 
deforestation, and extinction LQWRWKHRSHQKXVNVRI WKHLUKHDUWVVKHGRHVQRWZLOO
QRWJLYHXS³UHOHQW%XW,·PÀQGLQJLWPRUHDQGPRUHGLIÀFXOWWRVHSDUDWHWKDW
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version of  myself  from the one who spends hours on end with her sheets over 
KHUHDUVDQGH\HVHDWLQJSHDQXWEXWWHUVWUDLJKWIURPWKHMDU,FDQ·WHQYLVLRQWKH
UHDGHU,QRORQJHUNQRZZKDWXVHLWLVWRUHLQIRUFHSUHFDXWLRQVDQGVDIHJXDUGV
and preservation tactics to a generation of  this species whose survival instincts 
FDQDWEHVWRQO\UHFDOOOLNHDVWRU\SUHVHUYHGSDUWLDOO\LQWKHEHGURFNUHVLGXDO
salvation, lingering genetic memory.
It’s only been in recent tellings of  human expansion that many of  our 
VRFLHWLHVOLNHWKLVYHUVLRQRI $PHULFDKDYHPDGHWKHZKROHVDOHWUDQVLWLRQIURP
GHOLFDWHDQGGHSHQGHQWWRGRPLQDWLQJDQGH[SORLWDWLYH/HVVWKDQDWKRXVDQG
years ago gigantic herbivorous birds were still scaling the winds, still foresting 
WKHFRXQWU\VLGHVWLOOEHGGLQJVHHGLQWRWKHHDUWK·VH[RVNHOHWRQ%XWKXPDQ
hunting patterns and the rapid effects of  climate change rendered these crea-
WXUHVÀUVWKRPHOHVVWKHQH[WLQFW7KHHQGUHDGPRGHUQVWRU\LVRQHULGGOHG
with ecological anachronisms, one of  dwindling museums of  living fossils. 
According to 6FLHQWLÀF$PHULFD·V&RQQLH%DUORZ´(QWLUHHFRV\VWHPVDUHPLVVLQJ
some, many or all of  the parts they co-evolved with. Plants produce specialized 







as antithetical, an act of  creation which would only mean someone’s someday 
KLQGHUHGZLWKOHVVZDWHUWRGULQNOHVVDLUWREUHDWKH
What does it mean for a species headed for extinction to still yearn to 
leave behind a record, a map to water and compassion, blueprints for a life not 
better, not more than the one my father and mother were able to salvage, but 
VRPHWKLQJUHFRJQL]DEOHVRPHWKLQJPRUHRUOHVVWKHVDPH"7KHKenyon Review 
KDVWKLVRQOLQHVHULHVFDOOHG´%XW,V,W$Q(VVD\"µLQZKLFKGLIIHUHQWFRQWHPSR-
rary essayists throw their two cents in on whether the parameters of  the term 
essay can stretch to include whatever itPD\EH,QVWDOOPHQW7KUHHPDNHVWKH
FDVHIRUWKH9R\DJHU*ROGHQ5HFRUGV/DXQFKHGLQWRVSDFHE\1$6$LQ
WKH9R\DJHUSUREHVKDYHERUQHZLWQHVVKDYHFDWDORJXHGGDWDRI WKHXQLYHUVH









the matter of  its intended recipient, and it seems to me that the hypo-





















turning over and over in my hands? Which pressure compels me forward to tap 






reinscribes all previous translations of  the word blue. Our hypothetical Shiba Inu 





Only love is this foolish. 
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myself  what we never really needed to survive, but have created anyway. What 
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Peanut and my sister mother smiling with her
Fingernails
Pressed up against my plastic bubble
Popping someday my plastic I’ll be popping it
5LSWKDW,9ULJKWRXWRI P\FKLFNHQVNLQDUP
%UDQGLVKLWDWWKHQLJKW
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“…for books are not absolutely dead things, but do contain a potency of  life in them 





more than a slight numbness in his limbs occasionally, but the days had turned 
LQWRZHHNVZKLFKKDGVRPHKRZEHFRPHPRQWKVDQGQRZ1DWKDQZDVQHDULQJ
the end of  his story and thus, the end of  his life.
+HWRRNGHHSEUHDWKVWRVWHDG\KLPVHOI DQGEULHÁ\ODPHQWHGKLVGHFLVLRQ
WRQRWWHOODQ\RQHZKDWKHZDVGRLQJ+HNQHZWKRXJKWKDWHYHQLI KHFDOOHG
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DOLWWOHELWEHFDXVHKHZDVQ·WDEDE\DQ\PRUH+LVPRWKHUZDVEUHDWKLQJKDUG






































“No, no one died putting those words on the screen. At least, no one died 
UHFHQWO\7KH\ZHUHVFDQQHGLQIURPVRPHWKLQJDOUHDG\ZULWWHQDQGLW·VOLNHO\
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WKDWWKHSHUVRQZKRZURWHWKHPGRZQWKHÀUVWWLPHKDVGLHGEXWWKDW·VRQO\
because they wrote a lot of  different words all at once.
´<HVWKHUHDUHOHWWHUVWKDWVWLOOH[LVW6RPHWLPHVSHRSOHKDYHGHFLGHGWKDW









You don’t need to worry about that, though. You probably won’t ever meet 
RQHµ
0UV%UDQGWXVHGWKDWWRFKDQJHWRSLFV6KHWDONHGDERXWKRZPXFKHDVLHU














lecture had only increased Nathan’s fascination with writing. Years later, in high 
school, he would get to see some of  the pictures of  famous writers, hear their 
tragic stories.
1DWKDQKDGUDSWO\VXUYH\HGHYHU\SLFWXUHRI WKHLUVWRULHVDQGSRHPV+H





able answers, almost as if  to drive home the point. “You pay attention in my 







had aspired solely to go into business, voicing memos for corporations, but 
WKHUHZHUHDFKRVHQIHZZKRKDGWKHSDVVLRQDQGFUHDWLYLW\WRPDNHXSVWRULHV
RI WKHLURZQ7KRVHZHUHWKHRQHVZKR·GEHFRPHKLVIULHQGVZKROLVWHQHGWR
the recordings of  stories by the greats, professional voicers’ different interpre-
WDWLRQVRI DUWVHTXHQFHVE\DUWLVWVOLNH&KDXFHUDQG6KDNHVSHDUH'LFNLQVRQDQG
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GHDOEXWFHUWDLQMREVDUHRXWRI P\UHDFK5HDGHU·VRQHRI WKHP*XHVV,·P
RXWWDOXFNµ7KHWZRKDGFRPPLVHUDWHGRQKDYLQJWRDFFHSWDVHFRQGDU\FDUHHU
choice, and Isaac was the only one to support Nathan when Nathan dropped 





class all of  sophomore year, but there was something in the way he told his 
tales, crafted his sentences, changed his cadence, that reached a part of  listeners 
WKDWZDVORQJWKRXJKWORVW,QXQGHUD\HDUKHZDVIDPRXV7KHQHZVVDLGWKDW














so the two could sit side by side on the screen, he opened up his sidebar of  
previously drawn symbols. All the letters of  the alphabet, symbols he had 
drudged the deepest pits of  his memory and the Internet to locate, were sitting 
WKHUHZDLWLQJIRUKLP6WUDLJKWHQLQJKLPVHOI XSDVPXFKDVKHFRXOGZLWKWKH
VRUHQHVVLQKLVPXVFOHVKHPRYHGKLVFXUVRUDQGEHJDQWRFOLFNWKHOHWWHUVLQ
the proper order to form the words he wanted. 
7KHIHHOLQJLQKLVERG\WKDWKDGRQFHEHHQSULFNOLQJZDVQRZVLPSO\SDLQ
+HVWUXJJOHGWKURXJKDQGQRWIRUWKHÀUVWWLPHZRQGHUHGLI WKLVZDVDWDOO
worth it: the scouring of  illegal sites for information about letters, the enroll-
ment in an online reader’s class under a false name to regain his literacy after so 
ORQJRXWRI XVHWKHDJRQ\DVWKHOLIHZDVVXFNHGIURPKLP:K\ZDVKHGRLQJ
this to himself ?
%\WKHWLPHKHZDVKDOIZD\WKURXJKWKHFKDSWHUKLVYLVLRQKDGJRQHKD]\
+HPLJKWKDYHZRUULHGLI PXVFOHPHPRU\KDGQRWHQJUDLQHGWKHSURSHUPRYH-
ments for each letter into him long ago, allowing him to watch the words form 
LQVWHDGRI ORRNLQJDWWKHVLGHEDU+HORVWKLVVHQVHRI WLPHDQGKLVEUHDWKLQJ
grew labored.
















breathe than it already was, and in those few short, endless moments, Nathan 
came to regret everything he had ever done or felt that had led him here.
With his last exhale, Nathan experienced the rapid reliving of  his life so 
many artists and storytellers had depicted. Yet his did not chart the whole 






“ … and I think it’s just despicable!µ$FDOOHUWRZKDWHYHUUDGLRVKRZKHKDG
PDQDJHGWRÀQGVDLG
“Couldn’t agree with you more, ChuckµWKHKRVWUHSOLHGHPSKDWLFDOO\“Thanks 
for weighing in. If  you’re just joining us, we’re discussing the newest scandal to come out of  
Readers Corp, the largest employer of  readers in the country, who are now suggesting the 
creation of  what they refer to as Reader Recordings, also called Audiobooks by some. These 
may sound pretty innocuous, folks, but actually what they’re proposing is to set readers down 
with a manuscript, an actual written text, and have them read it aloud, word for word, while 
it’s recorded. This would then be mass-marketed to the public so that any Tom, Dick, or 
Harry could listen to it at home, at school. A true travesty. We’ve got a call from Louisa 
IURP3RXJKNHHSVLH/RXLVDZKDW·V\RXUWDNHRQWKLV"µ
“Well, Ron, I just can’t get over how disrespectful it is to the writers. These men and 
women gave up their lives to set these texts down, with the knowledge that they would be 
YLHZHGE\DYHU\VSHFLÀFVHWRI SHRSOHDQGQRZ5HDGHUV&RUSLVWU\LQJWRGLVKRQRUWKHLU
memory by throwing their words around like they mean nothing, like they’re something any 
ROGEXPRII WKHVWUHHWLVZRUWK\RIµ
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“You’re absolutely right, Louisa! This is nothing more than a money grab by Readers 
Corp, and I’m frankly disgusted by it. Not to mention the number of  voicers and artists that 
will be out of  a job when Readers Corp decides they’re no longer needed to interpret these 
texts. Thanks for calling, Louisa. We’ve got Esther from Middletown on the line. Esther, 
KRZGR\RXIHHO"µ
“I’m afraid I’m going to have to disagree with your other listeners, Ron. As a former 
reader, I think these words need to be spread around as much as possible, and everyone 
deserves the chance to have them. You underestimate the utter beauty of  these works. Writing 
is not just for the privileged. I, for one, fully endorse what Readers Corp is doing. We should 
KDYHEHHQJHWWLQJZULWHUV·WUXHZRUGVRXWWKHUHWKLVZKROHWLPHµ
´(VWKHU,WKLQN\RX·UHWKHRQO\SHUVRQLQWKHZRUOGZKRIHHOVWKDWZD\µ
“I seriously doubt that I am. I can tell you from reading those books that the writers 
felt exactly that way. I think if  one of  them had just had the forethought to put it down 
VRPHZKHUHZH·GKDYHEHHQVKDULQJWKLVZLWKWKHZRUOGIRUFHQWXULHVµ
“Esther, you make me laugh, I’ll give you that. I think what you’re not considering here 
is³µ
Nathan shut the radio off, but the words of  that woman reader remained 
ZLWKKLP7KH\HFKRHGWKHKXQJHUWKDWKDGOLYHGLQKLPVLQFHKHZDVDFKLOG
,GHDVEHJDQÁRDWLQJWKURXJKKLVPLQGLPDJHVWKDWFKDQJHGWKHORXV\SLFWXUHV
he’d drawn for his newest story into new symbols, symbols that formed words. 













earth touched by the hands of  gods
decays under the claws of
VPRNHDQGVRRWDQG
this land so loved by  
and belonging to  
the indigenous people before us
is sauntered on, and 
scarred, and 
scorched 
by these white men in machines.
´:DWHU³RXUGULQNLQJZDWHUµ
7KH$SSDODFKLDQFU\EXW
avalanche silences the day, 
while at night 
A child slumbers 
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of  the residents in the hollows, 
and reduces their lives to political agendas. 
And then there are those 
RXWVNLUWLQJWKHPRXQWDLQV³




by the silent population
dwelling in the mountain hollers.
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I held the warmth
2I WKH6W\URIRDPFXS
$JDLQVWP\OHIWFKHHN








          Of  being used 
    And the veins protruded 
,QHYHUOLNHGWKHORRN
7KHUHZDVsomething 
      About how I wished lotion 
Could smooth fractures 
$QGHUDVHWKHPDUNVRQP\VNLQ
7KHUHZDVsomething 
                     About listening
7RRQHVRQJRYHUDQGRYHU
          And crying every single time 
     
Revival
Sarah Carnes
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 7KHUHZDVsomething 




     About the way he wrapped 
Warm arms around me
/LNHP\ÀQJHUVGLGWKH6W\URIRDPFXS
>,NQHZKHZDVFU\LQJ
            With me 
,FRXOGIHHOWKHPXVFOHVLQKLVOHIWFKHHN
         Against mine]
-XVWZKHQ,WKRXJKW
         It was time to set the cup down
    Is when everything
Spilled. 
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spring bursting
Erica Costilla
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“I think I was enchanted
:KHQÀUVWDVRPEUH*LUO
I read that Foreign Lady-
7KH'DUNIHOWEHDXWLIXOµ
³(PLO\'LFNLQVRQ
“Voices that did comfort me
are furthest from my sanity
and come from places I have never seen







understood. I hope they did.
7KLVZDVWKHVDPHFODVVZKHUH,VWUXJJOHGWRUHDG(PLO\'LFNLQVRQDORXG
not ready to hear my tongue disturb the syllables that had slept for so long in 
P\KHDGDQGEHWZHHQWKHSDJHVRI WKHOLWWOHZKLWHKDUGEDFNERRN,KDGERXJKW
DERXWD\HDUEHIRUHDWDFKXUFKUXPPDJHVDOH³LWZDVKDUURZLQJWRGRVR




DQGDVNHGVXFKXQWLG\TXHVWLRQVDV´Are friends delight or sorrow"µ7KLVSHUVRQ
WKLVSRHW³(PLO\ZDVKHUQDPH³NQHZWKHVHQVRU\HFVWDV\RI LQVHFWVKXP-
PLQJRI ÁRZHUSHWDOVRI OLJKWDQGZLWKRXWGUDZLQJSLFWXUHVRI LWPDQDJHG
to capture it exactly as it was, or at least, as it seemed to me. No matter what 
KDSSHQHGVKHVHHPHGWRXQGHUVWDQG³HVSHFLDOO\ZKHQQRWKLQJDWDOOKDSSHQHG
and still I felt intensely. I hesitate to say I thought of  her as a friend, but that is 






30  |  QUIZ&quilL




































haired woman eyeing the camera confrontationally, her dirty bare feet resting 
RQWKHUXQQHUVRI DURFNLQJFKDLUDKXQWLQJULÁHODLGFDVXDOO\DFURVVKHUODS
7KHWLWOHZDVSULQWHGGRZQWKHVLGHRI WKHLPDJHBoys for PeleE\7RUL$PRV
6RPHWKLQJFRPSHOOHGPHWRQHYHUVKRZWKLVDOEXPWRP\SDUHQWV³,KDG
started to get that distinctly twelve-year-old instinct, where you may not be ab-
VROXWHO\VXUHWKDWVRPHWKLQJLVDERXWVH[EXW\RXNQRZKRZDGXOWVVRXQGZKHQ
they’re being under-the-table about it. It was my secret, and somehow that 
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:DONHU·VWoman’s Encyclopedia of  Myths and Secrets would have been as forbidden 











Only we understood each other’s power.
***


















32  |  QUIZ&quilL
KH·GOLVWHQIRUWKHQDPH7KDWQLJKW,ZDVZDLWLQJIRUKLPZLWKP\TXHVWLRQ,












ship with a dead poet, it could only truly help in the world of  my daydreams. 
1HNRZDVGRZQWRHDUWK+HULPDJHU\ZDVQRWIURPP\WKEXWIURPQDWXUH
DQGKHUVWUHQJWKZDVQRWKLQWHGDWRUSURPLVHGEXWUDWKHUFDUULHGÁDXQW-
ed, even, in her voice and her posture. In my childish solitude, hidden in the 
ZRPEOLNHVDIHW\RI P\EODQNHWIRUW,QHHGHG(PLO\·VWUDQFHOLNHDWWHQWLRQDQG
7RUL·VFUDFNO\HWKHUHDOZRUGVRI PDJLF%XWLI ,ZDVJRLQJWREHH[SRVHGOD-






of  both loss and relief. “For those of  you who lost their way, murdered on the interstate, 




Neuroscience tells us that cursing in one’s native language activates not the 
word-processing centers of  the brain but the amygdala, the most primitive gen-
HUDWRURI HPRWLRQDOVLJQDOVWKDWH[LVWVLQWKHKXPDQEUDLQ7KHZRUGVZHODEHO
profane and impolite are connected, by inherent or assigned meaning, with fear, 





SPRING MAG 2015  |  33 






7RUL$PRVVDLGWKDWVKHZURWHWKHVRQJVRQBoys for Pele while drawing on the 
imagery of  pre-patriarchal myth, and in doing so hoped to tap into the stead-




and the third had thrown the switch on my controlled burn. It was happening 















though. I could still hear the voices from middle school, laughing at my scrib-
EOHGZDUULRUVDQGSLUDWHTXHHQVDVWKH\WRUHRXWQRWHERRNSDJHV+RZFRXOG
they change my indelible words, and more importantly, was the long-distance 
FRQQHFWLRQ,KDGIHOWWRWKHZRPDQZKRZURWHWKHPDIDOVHKRRG³DQDOOH-
JLDQFHWRDSHUVRQD"6KHKDGIHOWVRZDUPDQGVRUHDO
,FKHFNHGRXWDFRS\RI WKHYDULRUXPHGLWLRQComplete Poems of  Emily Dick-
inson from the library, reasonably afraid to even open it. On the title page was a 
SKRWRJUDSKRI WKHKRXVHZKHUH(PLO\OLYHGDQGZURWH,SKRWRFRSLHGLW,GUHZ
LWXQWLO,NQHZLWE\KHDUWEmily’s world. A world of  safety, a world of  beauty. A 
woman’s world. A world created by a goddess. Not perfect, by any means, but 
concealing behind its physicality one of  history’s most perfect mental refuges.
,NQRZWKDW(PLO\'LFNLQVRQ³OLNH1HNR&DVHOLNH7RUL$PRV³ZDV
more of  a person than I may allow her to be in my mind at times. All three of  
WKHPDUHPHUHO\V\QHFGRFKHVIRUWKHLUZRUNDQGWKHLUSHUVRQDV:DV$UWHPLV










years after I found her (her upright stance and piercing upward gaze and white 
*LEVRQ6*JXLWDUFRPSOHWHO\XQFKDQJHGEXWZLWKDQHZJUH\VWUHDNLQKHUUHG
KDLUUHIXVHGWRPHHWWKHH\HVRI KHUFRQJUHJDWLRQDQGVWRRGVWRFNVWLOODVLI 







pantheon of  heroines: here again were the volcanoes (Moses I know/that you 
KDYHVHHQÀUHEXW\RX·YHQHYHUVHHQÀUHXQWLO\RX·YHVHHQ3HOHEORZ), here were the fragile 
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+HVD\VLW·VOHJDOWREXU\DERG\LQ7HQQHVVHH
If  you do it fast.
+HVD\VWKLVLVLQFRPHWD[ZHHNDQG,PLJKWQRWPDNHLW
+HVD\VEXU\PHLQWKHVFDUWKH\GXJEHWZHHQWKH(DVW·VEODFNVKRXOGHUV




when I was a boy
ZKHQ*UDQGPDIRUJRWPHDW7HH%DOORQD6XQGD\
when the wind carried my schooner to clear across that inlet
when your nineteen year old mother was blessing the feathers of  her African 
parrot
with confederate dirt 
two hundred miles south of  my sleeping heart, murmuring her name.
One day, he says
these stars I harnessed as homing devices
will expand and swallow me    
,PLJKWJORZOLNHWKHFRUHRI D+\GURJHQERPE






if  the tips of  my toes rise with the rain, 
he says 
the perennials are on their way.
Perennials
Amelia Christmas Gramling
























that. I’ve always wanted that.
,GRQRWNQRZZKDWZLOOZRUN,WKLQN,PLJKWEHLQORYHZLWKKHU,WKLQN
I did the right thing today. I watched her as she left her apartment through the 
little peephole in my door. I carefully followed to see where she would go. I was 
ULJKW,NQHZVRPHRQHZKRVPHOOHGRI VXFKLQWHOOLJHQFHZRXOGJRWRDFRIIHH
shop. It was a cheap one, but it was still a coffee shop. I sat in the booth behind 







poetry about her and I’m going to see her in a train seat next to me on 
i wonder what would work
Daniel Kushnir
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WKHZD\WR1HZ<RUN&LW\RU&KLFDJRDQGWKHJROGHQOLJKWRI WKHVXQVHWZLOO
JOHDPLQKHUH\HVDQGLOOXPLQDWHKHUVNLQ$QGZKHQWKDW·VGRQH,·OOWUHDVXUHWKH











cles, but natural ones. I can imagine her wearing one of  my shirts and nothing 
HOVHDQGORRNLQJDWPHZLWKWKRVHH\HV)LOOHGZLWKORQJLQJ,WKLQNWKH\ZHUH,







































I loved her and that I wanted to see her hips sway in front of  me in a hotel in 
Paris and that I wanted to see her dancing with me along to music only she and 
,FRXOGKHDU,WROGKHUDQGVKHIHOOLQWRVLOHQFH7KHGLQJRI WKHHOHYDWRURSHQ-
LQJWRWKHHLJKWKÁRRUUXSWXUHGKHUDOUHDG\QHUYRXVGLVSRVLWLRQ:HVWHSSHG




























four and a half  days of  isolation in her room. I prepare myself  for Friday 
QLJKWZKHQVKHJRHVWRKHUDOOVRSUHFLRXVIXFNLQJFRIIHHVKRSLQWKHHYHQLQJ
and stays late. I made sure she did not see me. I didn’t want her to run off  and 
UXLQP\FKDQFHDWÀQGLQJVRPHWKLQJWKDWZRUNV6KHZDONHGRXWRI KHUVKRS





it. It’s an old bed and it’s not exactly in my apartment, but this place is aban-














she was no longer there. 
It was some time before I was able to move past her, the love of  my life. 
,WKLQN,ÀQDOO\ZDVDEOHWRPRYHRQZKHQWKHDSDUWPHQWVKHKDGOLYHGLQZDV
FOHDQHGRXWDQGUHQWHGWRDSOHDVDQWROG,QGLDQPDQ7KDWUHPLQGHUZDVJRQH
so I suppose it let me move on. I hate that I’m this vulnerable.  I hate that any 
beautiful and intelligent woman can do this to me. I wish I wasn’t that soft, but 
DV,ORRNLQWRWKHVWUHHWIURPP\IDYRULWHEHQFKLQWKHSDUNDFURVVIURPP\
EXLOGLQJ,VSRWD\RXQJODG\ZDONLQJDWLQ\GRJ6KHÁLSVKHUKDLUWRUHYHDOD
soft and nubile face. I longed for a lasting romance. I had the heart of  a poet, 
DIWHUDOO7KHUDSLGSDVVLRQRI WKHVHORYHDIIDLUVDUHEHJLQQLQJWRZHDUWKLQRQ











Into dimly lit, frost covered tunnels
0\DUPVVXGGHQO\WKLQDQGZKLWHIHOWEUHDNDEOHIRUHLJQ³
A stranger rubbed them to create warmth
7KLQNLQJ,ZDVDWRXULVWWRR
And not something more
It ended at the water,
$VWLOOERUQXQGHUJURXQGODNH³

















I still believe I could step in, gently,
$QGZDONDFURVVDVLI LWZHUHQRGHHSHU
7KDQWKHKDUG
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Pick a daisy
Lillian Mills











You are either 








I can feel myself  losing him
VOLSSLQJIURPP\ÀQJHUWLSV
 a waiting hand empty and cold.
I can feel his smile fade
he’s erasing his dimples.
$QG,NQRZWKHUH·VDVLJKLQKLVFKHVW






To the waiter who thinks 
my boyfriend is a girl
Lydia Crannell




afraid that the world will never see the
light.
And I want to tell him
You are a man
ÁHVK	ERQH
mind & soul.
You are a man no matter the arrows that
spring from their lips.
I want to tell him
You are man but
You are also so much
more.





You are the song






so that one day
you’ll believe me.
44  |  QUIZ&quilL
 'HDU/HHODK




unable to put pen to page.
but
0\VNLQFUDZOV
with words I can’t say out loud.
and 
7KLVLVDSRHP,QHYHUZDQWHGWRZULWH
I shouldn’t have to. 
<RXDUHDPDQ
    You are a man.
  
  You are my man.
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The circle around the bed
Kate M Carey








ous mismatched dining room and folding chairs sit outside the bedroom in a 
half-circle. Off  to the far side, a beat-up folding table holds a coffee urn, cups, 





(At rise: Lights up. Four men and women move into the room. SARAH sits close to the bed 
that is hidden in the corner of  the stage. Once seated, a mumbled prayer begins.)
$//$0(1








readily agreed to enter the program. We sat there and reassured them (and 
ourselves) that this was the right time for this choice. (Angry.)&KRLFH+HOO$
lamb led to slaughter has as much choice. (A beat. Spotlight still on SARAH.) I 
KHDUGP\0RPPDNHDFOHDUFKRLFH6KHZDQWHGP\KHOSDQG,DJUHHGWRKHOS
It’s what a daughter does. (A beat. Spotlight on SARAH.),WH[KDXVWHGPHMXVW
WRKHDU0RP·VPHGLFDOKLVWRU\7KHSXOPRQDU\GRFWRUORRNHGDWPHZKHQVKH
VDLG´,ZDQWWRJRKRPHDQGGLHµ,PDGHWKDWVWXSLGKDOI JULQWKLQJ,GRZKHQ











(BETH in bed. SARAH at her side. Spots on each of  them.)
%(7+(Tired, but lightly, relieved.),MXVWZDQWWRVLWRQWKHSRUFKZLWKP\GRJV
6$5$+2.0RP:KDWHYHU\RXZDQW,W·V\RXUOLIH<RX·UHVWLOOLQFKDUJH
(Spot off  of  SARAH. A beat. Spotlight moves to BETH, who sits beside SARAH.)
%(7+(With conviction.) I’m glad to be home. I am ready to die. I want to sit 
RQP\IURQWSRUFKDQGVHHP\GRJVRQHODVWWLPH7KDW·VZKDW,WROGWKDWQLFH
\RXQJSXOPRQDU\JX\:KDWZDVKLVQDPH"'U7HDO"7HOO«VRPHWKLQJ,·P
tired of  all that. (Her voice becomes frail, older.) I’m tired. 
6$5$+(Concerned. She reaches out as if  to move her mom.) Can I get you some-
thing? 
%(7+(Continues as if  SARAH didn’t speak.),DPWLUHGRI WDNLQJSLOOVIRUP\





6$5$+(Stands with her hands on a chair back as if  at a lectern.)3HRSOHOLNHGP\
0RP6KHZDVDVWURQJLQGHSHQGHQWZRPDQ6KHZDVDZRPDQDKHDGRI KHU
WLPH6KHGLGWKLQJVWKDWPRVWZRPHQGLGQ·WGREDFNWKHQ(SARAH sits and 
turns to BETH.)
%(7+(SARAH adjusts her pillows and BETH scoots up in the bed.)<RXNQRZ
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6$5$+(Takes BETH’s hand and hold it, talks to her.) You have done a lot, too, 
0RP'DGWKRXJKW\RXZHUHULFKZKHQKHPHW\RXEHFDXVH\RXRZQHG\RXU
RZQKRPHDQGDFDU:KHQZDVWKDW«LQ"+DUGO\DQ\ZRPHQRZQHG
cars and houses then. (BETH smiles, remembering with pride.)+HFN\RXZURWHIRU
WKUHHQHZVSDSHUVDQG\RXGLGQ·WJRWRFROOHJH7KDW·VPRUHWKDQ,GLGZLWKP\
MRXUQDOLVPGHJUHH(BETH chuckles and nods.) And remember when that photo 




garden, spices from the Amish store. 




\HDU\RXERXJKWPHD+DUU\/DXGHU·V:DONLQJ&DQH(Laughing.) You called it 



















and my career. 
%(7+(Light laugh.)$QG\RXVDLG´7KDQNVWRWKH%DQNRI %HWKHOµ«:HKDG
VRPHUHDOO\JRRGWLPHV,ORYH\RXKRQH\6RPXFK(A beat.),·PWLUHG,WKLQN,
will sleep a little. Can you sit here a while longer? 
48  |  QUIZ&quilL
(Stage goes dark. Beat. Spotlight on SARAH sitting on the edge of  the sofa. She gets up 










UDQJ0\EURWKHUVDLGKHWKRXJKWVKHZDVGHDG(A beat. Lights up to show the circle 





in my head. It’s a digital wasteland. 
(SARAH looks around the stage. Moves around a bit. She stares a beat at the bed. She 







baby girl. (A beat.),NLOOHGWKHZRPDQZKRELUWKHGPH,VOLSSHGWKHPRUSKLQH
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INST
Jennifer Hall
50  |  QUIZ&quilL
7KHJUDVVVZD\VOLNHWKHFXUYHVRI D
Woman’s waiting. 
It is beautiful. 
8QH[SODLQDEOHWUXWKVFUHHSRXW
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a life line, a life time of  in between
never breaching the surface
of  never scraping the bottom





around a sun he doesn’t see













we used to have a word for this, but three hundred years ago or so,
a sailor
Somewhere the sea deepens
Amelia Christmas Gramling
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a siren
a stowaway
went searching for the edge everything washes over
and lost it
to sea
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Please do not tap on the glass. 
Please do not tap on the glass, it disturbs the animals. 
Please do not tap on the glass, I am trying to sleep. 






for conservation, the saving of  species, centers of  study, priceless opportunities 
WRXQGHUVWDQGWKHZRUOGLQZKLFKZHOLYHDOOZLWKLQFLW\OLPLWVDOOIRUDGD\
“Animals must be provided with an environment in which they can 
DFFOLPDWHVXIÀFLHQWO\WRUHPDLQKHDOWK\DQGVXSSRUWWKHLUZHOOEHLQJµ
0RVW]RRVDUHUHTXLUHGWRIROORZVWULFWUHJXODWLRQVLQWHUPVRI WKHFDUHDQG
living conditions of  the animals in their facilities. In order to be accredited by 
WKH$VVRFLDWLRQRI =RRVDQG$TXDULXPVLQVWLWXWLRQVPXVWFRQIRUPWRDORQJ
OLVWRI VWDQGDUGVZKLFKHQVXUHWKDWDOODQLPDOVDUHZHOOFDUHGIRU7KRVHLQWKH
wild are left to their own devices.
Please do not tap on the glass. 
$´OODQLPDOHQFORVXUHVPXVWEHRI DVL]HDQGFRPSOH[LW\VXIÀFLHQWWR
SURYLGHIRUWKHDQLPDO·VSK\VLFDOVRFLDODQGSV\FKRORJLFDOZHOOEHLQJ
and exhibit enclosures must include provisions for the behavioral 
HQULFKPHQWRI WKHDQLPDOVµ3
Please do not disturb. 




3     Ibid. 
Captive
Claire Winslow
54  |  QUIZ&quilL
´3ODQQLQJDQGFRRUGLQDWLRQIRUDQLPDOWUDQVSRUWUHTXLUHVJRRGFRP-
munication among all involved parties, plans for a variety of  emer-
gencies and contingencies that may arise, and timely execution of  the 
WUDQVSRUWµ





love no one. Imagine, the freedom of  being alone. Or rather of  choosing to be. 
Nothing to gain, but also nothing to lose. 
Throw me a treat and watch me dance. 
0DQ\]RRVIRFXVWKHLUHIIRUWVDQGUHVRXUFHVRQVSHFLHVFRQVHUYDWLRQDQG











Please watch your step. 
Please don’t let me fall. 
7ROLYH\RXUOLIHEHKLQGJODVV,WGRHVQ·WVHHPVREDG6DIHKDSS\FDUHGIRU
ORYHG7KDW·VDOO\RXHYHUZDQWHGZDVQ·WLW"$FRPIRUWDEOHKDELWDWDWLQ\GRRU
through which food magically appears, a chance to sleep all day, and a sheet of  
glass to hold your insides together. 
 In case of  emergency break glass.
“All animals must be housed in enclosures and in appropriate group-
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IRUWKHVSHFLHVµ
Please let me be alone. 
,PDJLQHEHLQJVDIHKDSS\FDUHGIRUORYHG0D\EH\RXUHPHPEHUDWLPH




“Captive animals could potentially have poor health due to … stress 




Please do not break the glass. 
´0RUHWKDQKDOI RI WKHIDWDOLWLHVZHUHDWWULEXWHGWRKXPDQFDXVHVVXFK
as vehicle collisions and deliberate shootings. Captive-born carnivores 
ZHUHDOVRPRUHOLNHO\WRVWDUYHWRGHDWKWKDQWKHLUZLOGEUHGFRXQWHU-
SDUWVDVZHOODVEHFRPHPRUHVXVFHSWLEOHWRYLUXVHVDQGGLVHDVHVµ
 Please, I beg of  you, do not leave me alone.
$QDQLPDOFDQJHWXVHGWROLIHLQFDSWLYLW\7KHUH·VQRQHHGWRZRUU\DERXW
competition or disease or starvation, shelter, love. And then the cage opens. 
$QG\RXVWHSRXWXQVXUHIRUWKHÀUVWWLPHLQ\HDUV<RXKDGWKHWLPH\RXKDG
the days in which to imagine a future, a future without fear. And you thought 
you could depend on it. And now you are free. Pushed from your cage, and 
\RXORRNDURXQGDQG\RXUHDOL]H\RXDUHDORQH6WDQGLQJWKHUHWUDSSHGVWDULQJ
towards the never-always-ending horizon, surrounded by nothing but space, 
DQGDV,ORRN,FDQ·WKHOSEXWKRSHWRVHHDIHQFH
 Please do not tap on the glass. 
Please do not tap on the glass. 
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,QWKHGDUNIROGVRI DFRQFUHWHQLJKW
I am lullabied on a bed of  sediment.
7KHFOHDUEORWVLQP\VLGHZDONPDWWUHVVWZLQNOH
as if  stars fell and crawled under my
aching body. I snore in harmony
ZLWKWKHZLQWU\FULFNHWVZKR
coo me from their miniature graves.
I toss in tune with the rumble
RI EULJKWEXJH\HGFDUV7LUHV
turn clouds that rain dirty tears on
my corpse.
I dream in color.
With the front door in sight
Josh Brandon







windows, and even that is not enough. I turn over to distance myself  from the 
SRRORI SHHZRUNLQJLWVZD\LQWRWKHFRORUOHVVFDUSHW0\WKLJKVJOXHWRJHWKHU
VWLFN\DQGXQFRPIRUWDEOHP\OHJVEHJLQWRLWFK,WRFFXUVWRPHWKDW,QHHGD
bath. It always did. “Morning,µ,WKLQNVWULSSLQJRII P\ERWWRPV,OHDYHP\





























































life right under that gigantic motherly tree. 
7RGD\,WDNHIURPWKHWUHH,ORRNLQWRWKHKROHVRQLWVJUHHQLVKEDUNDQG
,SOXFNDZD\WKHWLQ\KDLUVRI HPEHUVWRUHGWKHUH7KHEURZQDUP\JDWKHUV
around, chanting that I will be haunted for stealing the tree’s children.
,ZDNHXSHDUO\WKDWQLJKWLQWHDUV7KHWUHHLVFDOOLQJ)ORUHQFHKXJVPH















Florence is crying. Florence is crying. Florence is crying. No. Florence is 
ZHHSLQJDQGHYHU\YHLQLQP\ERG\LVVFUHDPLQJIRUKHUWRVWRS6KHZRQ·WWHOO
ZKDWLVZURQJDQGP\ERQHVIHHOOLNHWKH\·UHEUHDNLQJFlorence should stop crying. 
Crying does not look good on Florence. 
6RRQ,EHJLQWRFU\WRR)ORUHQFHLVDEURNHQFKDLUDQG,FU\,FU\,FU\,
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ORYH)ORUHQFH",UHDOO\ORYH)ORUHQFH,ORYH)ORUHQFH,MXVWORYH)ORUHQFH,ORYH











































Florence. Why do you cry? 
Florence, why do you lie? 
Florence, who are you? 
Florence.
Q&q
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0\PRWKHU 













And that is what she has raised.
Fairytale
Adriann Ricketts
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'XULQJDFROOHJHVSULQJEUHDNP\PRWKHUGHFLGHGWRGULYHWR)ORUHQFHDQG





sation concluded with Crystal telling me that her niece had also been diagnosed 
with severe schizophrenia, which the doctors were connecting to her gluten 
LQWROHUDQFH,ZDVWDNHQDEDFNP\EUDLQJULQGLQJP\KHDUWKLWWLQJP\FKHVW$V
soon as I had internet access, I searched as in depth as I could on relationships 
EHWZHHQJOXWHQLQWROHUDQFHDQGGLIIHUHQWW\SHVRI PHQWDOVWUHVV9DULRXVUHSRUWV
and studies that I read had connected being gluten intolerant to schizophrenia. 














A series of  conversations between my peers and myself:
5DQGRP3HUVRQ2QH6RGR\RXQRWEUXVK\RXUWHHWK"
0H2I FRXUVH,GR
Things I’d Like to Say 
to the Person That Keeps 
Leaving Toothpaste in Our Sink
Jordan Abbruzzese




there to be any misplaced remnants on the sides of  the brush. None of  the 




































ie-goers while practically sprinting to the farthest seat possible from the screen. 
:KHQP\ER\IULHQGJRHVZLWKPHKHNQRZVLW·VEHFDXVH,DPDIUDLGRI JHWWLQJ
shot by someone behind me. It has always been an irrational fear of  mine. I 
GRQRWOLNHQRWNQRZLQJZKDWLVDURXQGPHLQWKHGDUN,KDYHPDGHP\VHOI 
VLWWRZDUGVWKHIURQWRI WKHWKHDWHUMXVWWRSURYHWKDW,FDQGRLW%XWP\ERG\





of  my trust to:
$.HHSWKHPRYLHJRLQJDQG
%1RWKDUPPH
I feel that it is a safe bet, unless this employee had a bad morning at home 







When I was in high school, my friends would put their gum-wrappers in 
P\EDFNSDFNEHFDXVHWKH\WKRXJKWLWZDVKXPRURXV,ZRXOGEHUHDFKLQJIRU
a pencil, and notice a silver bit of  foil that I did not remember putting in my 
EDJ7HQGHUO\,ZRXOGSLFNXSWKHZUDSSHUZLWKP\SRLQWHUÀQJHUDQGWKXPE














was chewing gum. I would tighten my mouth, curling my lips under my teeth, 
and hold my breath while leaning in for the hug, not breathing again until I was 



















I have thought about seeing a therapist, or a counselor. I am also afraid 
that telling a stranger that I sometimes consider not going to class because I am 




















would laugh, embarrassed. I have always been nervous, a hypochondriac, even. 




and a privileged life, so why do I feel so unsettled and sad? I should focus more 
on spending time with my family that has given me so much because something 
FRXOGKDSSHQWRWKHPDWDQ\PRPHQW7KH\FRXOGGLH)HDUQXPEHUHLJKW
***
What can you do when your thoughts control you? You can evaporate the 
words and send them elsewhere. I sometimes create the image of  an alienated 
planet of  thoughts forgotten or wished away in my head. It sort of  resem-
EOHV6DWXUQDQGLVLQKDELWHGE\Space JamHVTXHFDUWRRQDOLHQV,SXWP\EDG
thoughts and fears there, isolating them, destroying them. It’s a mechanism that 
,PDGHXSP\VHOI%XWZKDWKDSSHQVZKHQWKHVHWKRXJKWVDUHGHYHORSHGDQG
VPDUWHUWKDQ\RX"7KH\FDQSUREDEO\ÀQGWUDQVSRUWDWLRQEDFNWRZKHUHWKH\
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flowers
Jennifer Hall





For the picture frame of  faces
6KHFDQQRORQJHUUHFRJQL]HRUQDPH








70  |  QUIZ&quilL









Now I coil against beating tide.
0RQWKVRI VWDJQDQWGHDGHQHGEURZQ
Now I fatten, heavy with sleep.
3DOHDQGVWLFN\
Now I lay about with commodity. 
Now I close my eyes.
Air full of  sweetness.
Air heavy with birth.
The young pear tree
Jess Campbell
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7KHRQO\WKLQJZRUVHWKDQOHDYLQJLVFRPLQJEDFNDJDLQDQGÀQGLQJHYHU\WKLQJ
is the same except that you can’t be a part of  it anymore because you aren’t 
the same and you can never be a part of  it again because you will never be 
WKHVDPHDQGHYHQWXDOO\LWZLOOFKDQJHDQG\RXZRQ·WHYHQZDQWWRFRPHEDFN





breath but you don’t say anything because he is what passes as a friend now 
which is what happens when you spend all day cooped up in a poorly lit room 
with one other person in between your time at home which is spent eating 
EUHDNIDVWRUGLQQHUDQGZDWFKLQJWKHPRUQLQJRUHYHQLQJQHZVDIWHUZDNLQJXS





you can’t have those things and then you pull the blinds because it’s best not to 
WKLQNWRRPXFKVR\RXWDNHDKRWVKRZHUWRUHOD[DQGGULQNVRPHFKHDSDOFRKRO








the only thing worse than leaving
Jordan Nelson
Q&q








In robes of  clothes that
+XQJIURPKHUERG\OLNHDFXUWDLQ
In a royal room’s grand windows.
%HKLQGKHUZDVDVKHSKHUGHVV
*HQWO\JXDUGLQJKHUIURPDOOVLGHV




If  I had left a minute or
6RHDUOLHU,ZRXOGQ·WKDYHVHHQ
7KDWWKHGRJZDVRQO\ZKLPSHULQJ
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quiet village
Erica Costilla
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“I used to think I wrote because there was something I wanted to say. Then I thought, ‘I will 







probably more, you will be able to read that the word essay comes from an old 
)UHQFKZRUGPHDQLQJ¶WRWU\·7KDWLWZRXOGVHHPLVWKHRQO\UHTXLUHPHQW
HIIRUW([HUWLRQ$SXVK
Yet suppose I were to exert nothing. Only enough to actually put words 
RQWKHSDJH6XSSRVH,ZHUHVLPSO\PDSSLQJP\PLQGFDVWLQJLWLQDPEHU³D
completely natural process. A goal to try seems a very low bar, yet here I am 
trying to subtly crawl beneath it: try and let go.
***
It’s harder than it sounds.
I am part of  the standardized test generation whose every success and 
VHWEDFNZDVUHOHQWOHVVO\FKURQLFOHGE\FRPSXWHUJUDGHGDQVZHUVKHHWVDQGIRUP
letter themes. Our college-educated futures were planned from birth and either 




If  it can’t be perfect, I don’t want to do it. 
If  it can’t be perfect, I don’t want to do it.
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If  it can’t be perfect, I don’t want
If  it can’t be perfect, I don’t
If  it can’t be perfect, I
If  it can’t be perfect








shape in the brain and in need only of  expansion. It would be, I planned, a 




guage itself. I got six pages in and couldn’t go any further. I wasn’t saying what 
,ZDQWHGWRVD\,ZDVWU\LQJDVKDUGDV,FRXOGQRWKLQJZDVKDSSHQLQJ




never praised you? If  I’d never told you that you were intelligent?
No. It wasn’t praise or high expectations, it was you’re so talented, there is abso-
lutely no reason you should be failing.
I’m trying.
If  you were trying, we wouldn’t be having this conversation.
I’ll try harder.




'UDZLQJVOD\LQVKUHGVDURXQGP\IHHW,KDGWRUQWKHPXSVFUHDPLQJif  it’s 








trapped by it, and I run away from it. It is less any formal rule that suffocates 
PHDQGPRUHWKHSUHVVXUHWRDOZD\VEHUHDOO\6D\LQJ6RPHWKLQJ0DNLQJDQDW-
tempt as a scientist or a natural philosopher might, with weights and measures 
and years of  research surrounding my esteemed hypothesis. 
When I write I am less of  a philosopher and more of  a magpie, collecting 

















GHVFULEHV&ODXGLD5DQNLQH·VHVVD\LVWLFZRUNDon’t Let Me Be Lonely as “many 
accumulating realities, all with their polyvalence, the little invisible lines going in 
DOOGLUHFWLRQVµ7KLVGHVFULSWLRQWKULOOVPH/HWPHUHMRLFHLQWKHHVVD\DVVQRZ-
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EDQNWKHHVVD\DVELUG·VQHVWIUDJLOHHQRXJKWREHGLVSHUVHGE\WKHZLQG
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6XSSRVHWKHFUHHNZRXOGKXPORXGHQRXJK












Imagine birds steadily whispering sweet nothings.
Oh, how I long to feel your warm breath in my ear. 
.LVVP\QHFNDOLWWOHORQJHU
'RQ·W\RXIHHOKRZHDVLO\KDQGVEHQGLQWRJHWKHU"





Full of  desire, the forest always moves.
Twilight
Lillian Laura


















ÀQGVIXQQ\7KLVLVKLVVHFRQG\HDUVHUYLQJDV0DQDJLQJ&R(GLWRURI Quiz & 
QuillDORQJZLWK-HVV&DPSEHOODQGKHRIWHQUHJDUGVLWDVRQHRI WKHJUHDWHVW












a few poems and other short pieces published, as well as to have a short play 
SURGXFHG6KHKRSHVWRFRQWLQXHJURZLQJDPRQJVWWKHZULWLQJFRPPXQLW\DQG
to spread words, as many as she can, because words matter.
Erica CostillaLVDQ$UWDQG3V\FKRORJ\PDMRULQKHUIRXUWK\HDUDW2WWHUEHLQ
8QLYHUVLW\+DLOLQJIURP6DQ$QWRQLR7H[DVVKHVWLOOKDVQRLGHDZK\VKHOLNHV
Westerville so much. 
80  |  QUIZ&quilL
Chelsea CraineLVD&UHDWLYH:ULWLQJDQG0XVLFGRXEOHPDMRUDW2WWHUEHLQ8QL-
YHUVLW\6KHORYHVSOD\LQJZLWKKHUVL[VLVWHUVDQGIDOOLQJLQ$OXP&UHHNSRWHQ-









up on the road. When she writes she sees herself  writing to inhabit home.
Katherine Gregor is a twenty-two-year-old obsessive type who writes words and 























minor in Creative Writing.
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